MR. DALY'S FRIENDSHIP        3O1
Another of his sayings of that morniner I recall Tr, conversation with one of the ladies, I remarked • " A a Western woman, I suppose I have various exr»rp<^irvr^ to unlearn?^ when Mr/Daly turned qSXl^SS^ prompt-table, saying, sharply: - Miss Morris, don't sav that again. You are a New York woman now—-nleasi remember that. You ceased to be a Westerner last nirfit when you received the New York stamp."
I thought him jesting, and was about to make some flippant reply, when one of the ladies squeezed my arm and said: " Don't, he will be angry; he is in earnest "
And he was, just as he was in earnest later on when we had become good friends, and I heard him for the first^time swear like a trooper because I had been born in Canada. And when I laughed at his anger, he was not far from boxing my ears.
tl It's a damn shame ! " he declared; " in the first place you are an American to the very marrow of your bones. In the next place you are the only woman I know who has a living, pulsing love of country and flag! Oh, the devil! I won't believe it — you born in a tu'penny ha'penny little Canadian town under that infernal British ila^! See here, if you ever tell anyone that — I'll — 111 never forgive you! Have you been telling that to people?"
I answered him: *' I have not — but I have permitted the assertion that I was born in Cleveland to go uncor-reded," and, with the sweet frankness of friendship, he answered that I had more sense than he had given me credit for. But, small matter that it was, it annoyed him greatly, and 1 still have notes of his, sent on my birthdays, in which he petulantly refers to my unfortunate birth-place, and warns me to keep silent about it.
Like many other great men — and Mr. Daly was a great man — he often made mountains out of mole-hills, devoting to some trifle an amount of consideration out of all proportion to the thing considered.
On the first night of the season Mr. Daly had said to